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Hasn’t Leonard Merr

It’s a Real Literary Puzzle,
and Leading Authors
Discuss It

very unhappy, full of the meanness
of things, and without the great
of the Yeviewers, just as he l_w'o!'ld.“ titles, society and grand
has long been called, par‘,hdm'

excellence, the Says Mr. Howells—

novelists' novelist.| For an amplification of this hint
So far so good. we turn to Mr. Howells's introduc-
But how account'tion to “The Actor Manager.” And
for the fact that
until very recently
the great reading
public has appar-
ently  failed to
cateh the gleam of gold and has
turned a deaf ear to a writer who,
according to no less an authority
than Mr. Howells, outdoes the
French and equals the Russians in
realism?

How account for it?
squarely up against & Iiterar,v|
puzzle—a puzzle which has really
puzzled, and to the solution of}him—-lhu poor
which many keenly critical minds Ppoor women ereatures—who are try-
have bent their talents.

EONARD MERRICK has
long been dear to the hurts‘

we read:

“Of the two arch-cnemies of love,
prosperity and adversity, he makes
the oftener study of adversity. There
is a great deal of grim adversity in
his books, which sometimes remains
adversity to the end, but also some-
It is the

Merrick

times puts off its frown.

remaing the atmosphere of that am-
bition which seeks fruition in the
One bumps | successes of the theater. If we are
to believe him—and somehow Mr.
Merrick mostly makes you believe
creatures—mostly

A recent | ing to get upon the stage are almost

writer in “The New Republic" ad- without number, and certainly out-
number the struggling journalists

dresses hlm!e!f to the problem. Mr. | and suthors a handred to one. The
Merrick’s publishers, E. P. Dutton & | epectacle of their humility and hu-
Co., are getting out an edition of his | miliation, of their meck endeavors
works with introductions from such and their cruel defeats, is of such
well known English authors as | frequent recurrence in his novels
Pinero, Barric. Wells, Chesterton, and tales }hut. after a little kmmll
SE Lok Masiie Bawlets wnd| T ohe Ob SHEMLS0S, SRPSK hiee ithe
| Beone with an l.‘-;'r;'::l‘\:nl‘r n-f hv.-:rT
others—and one by our own Ameri- | gehe through which nothing short
can novelist and essayist, William [of the mastery dealing with
Dean Howells. Here, says the re- would support one.
viewer in “The New Republic,” we | “In the monotony s event it
have the spectacle of “a group of 18 very remarkable how he distin-
famous contemporaries banded to- Sy the dif
ferent children
gether to sec a man through. And Sty tive
it is even more interesting to find commoniy alil
one question that seems-— cither but indiv dual in
openly said or lurking in their Periencing it. In fact, in an
minds—to trouble them all. Why is of n'.tem-'c-l}“!’-‘-r||_:|1z~_--1 fiction, he 18
it that Mr. Leonard Merrick is not Gl o AT fExt, 95 BIa86 (W0 EROM
- - how to catch the likenesses, to
more popular? Why is a novelist .o fecting expression, of women,
go perfect in his art. why is 8 and especially women of the theater.
writer of works that possess such a Probably these are not essentially
different from any other women, buat
they evolution  throuxh
heir

o
with

them

of th

guishes and charactoriz

ughters. v oare

in their adversity,

their way of ex

the

‘singular shapeliness,’ to use Mr.
Howells's phrase, not more widely
read? As Barrie says, ‘They have else seems to have studied so well.
an uneasy feeling that if the public Soyetimes they ave
will not like his works, will not take and someting 5 they #re bad, but
his works to their hearts, there they are so far from a temperament
must be somathing wrong with the differently affected by their errant

popularity of their own. and public life, their starved or

surfeited wvanity, their craze for
“Please Don't Like Me

have ar

environment wiuch o

one

goold  women

pes | ehange or variety, and they keep a

-

more depressing when it becomes or

age 4
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probabilities beyond it. I can re-

|
‘ea

! is carried deeper, allowing for what
the people are, and I do not re-
‘mrmlver a false or mistaken line or
| color in it. For anything to equal
it we must go to the Slavs, in such

triumphs of their naturalness as

:Turzene\-'s ‘Smoke," or the so-
| ciety pa
| Peace."
| conventional in their naturalism be-
side it; perhaps a Spaniard like

| Galdos has done work of equal fine- ‘-..""’
It is not alone in Royce Oli- *

ness.
phant, with the stress of his heredi-

tary conscience, or in Blanche Eller-

ton, depraved both by her artistry
and by her ambition, that the au-
thor convinces; Otho Fairbairn,
who becomes the ‘scoundrel’ that
Blanche not less deliberately than
hysterically makes him for his
money, and Alma King, who is as
zood an artist as Blanche and yet
a good woman, and Blanche's
mother, whose sentimental novelettes
support her contemptuous husband
in the production of his real but
unmetrchantable masterpieces, and
Blanche's plain sister, with her
famine for a little love, a little ad-
miration from men, are all in their
saveral ways entirely lifelike.

“The theater itself, which began
as a theater of art and ended as
a theater of profit, has almost a|
human appeal in its tragedy, as if
it were o sentient organism, with
a Leart to be broken and a soul to
1 Nuobody in-
evitably bad is very bad: in the
hook the world is the world we
live: in

“Why, then, ie not this masterly
povelist a master universally recog-
nized and accepted? That is some-
thing that 1 have asked myself more
than ouece. especially in reading the

e lost, who is not

eriticiems of Lis several books, not
one of which has lacked the praise
of some eritic qualified to carry
convietion of it merit. Perhaps the
soeret is that the stories arve almost
slwavs unhappy. There is no con-
solation in their tragedy; they o
not even ‘raise a noble terror,’ such
was once the supposed buginess
af tragedy, Upon the whole fhey
lenve vou feeling mean, feeling ve-
trogctively eapable of the shabby
which have been done in

things
them,

“Another seeret may he that when
the poverty which haunts them is
relieved in this ease or that, you
are left with a sense of the vast
poverty still yemaining in the world;
if a struggler is given a chance to
get his hreath the great struggle of
life goes on.

“2till another secret may be that
there i8 no fine world, no greal
world in the books; we scarcely re-
call a personuge or title in any of |

11 no English novel in which the '+
study of temperament or character |

ssages of Tolstoy's ‘War and B
The French stories are .

2

e e

b

at length finds himself taken up by the masses

bairn, or such a gentle, modest, un-
solfish ereature as the mother of
Blanche Ellerton, carning her hus-
band’s bread by writing the popular
which enable hm o
unpopuluy  novels  and

novelettes
write hi

=

Position of Pegey Harper'—and
discover a few opening pages from
the always interesting pen of the
playwright Arthur Pinevo. And he
eives us, from n fresh angle, proof

of the fina veracity of these tales:

ick Been

e e —————

| . .
o v mareion o 19— By the Tide Begins to Turn,

 Out o' the Window.’

despise her trash on a full stomach.

“Very dr.

Lave had Wiz moment of conaziously

“It is, 1 helieve, an open seciet
that Mr. Mervick was once upon a
time ‘on the stape,” and the reason

likely Merrick may

contriving the story of *The Actor-

Manater' and of actunting  his I heve been asked to write a ghort
charncters in conformity to w pre- introduction to ‘The Position of
conceived  plan, but he does net Pegzy Harper’ is, I suppose, that [
suffer his renders to share these also was an actor in my early days,

1 also have bheen a client of My,
Albemarle, the theatvieal agent, and

For all they
from the

humiliating moments
know, the things happenc

nature of the charavters in the have climbed, too, that stone stair
given eircumstances, with no ap. ©ase leading to Mr. Potter's waiting
parent agency of his.” room deserihed in another theatrical
story by Mr. Mervick, ‘When Love

Savs Pinero— Flies Out o the Window.” And
Jhether vou eall Alhemarle *Pottey!
hen we open anather of the o potter ‘Albemarle,’ no nan or
newly edited novels—this time *“The  woinan can hate him more cordially

His Yethod

HAVE used the expression *“etched,” and this expres-
sion indicates, in my opinion, the moat characteristic
feature and the high-water mark of Mr. Merrick's genius,
He does with his pen what a fine etcher does with his
necdle. Working in a far different medium, he gives us
the apecial qualities of the etched line—its animation,

even Mr. Merrick.

«But on the doorstep of Albe- |
marle's or Potter's dramatic agency |
Mr. Merrick and I, s0 far as our
theatrical experiences go, scem to!
part company. Chance gulded me |
into fairly smooth paths; Mr. Mer-
rick fortunately was to tread
rougher ones, [ say fortunately
because it is to Mr. Merrick's obvi-
ously first-hand acquaintance with
the lower grade theater that we owe

{at least two quite remarkable
| studies of shady theatrical life and
| character—the novel to which these

fow words are prefixed and the
before-mentioned ‘When Love Flies
Though my
experiences may have differed from
Mr. Merrick’s, I have seen enough
of the seamy side of the stage to
enable me to vouch for the truth
of these two works.

“Short as it is, you have the very
spirit of Mr. Merrick's literary gift
and method—conciseness and case.
He will reveal in a seemingly care-
less half-sentence what another
writer will take o page over or will
heavily underscore. Not for Mr.
Merrick is the labored analysis—
analysis run mad in some cases—
of many of our modern novelists,

' nor the loud devices of the deliber-

ate sensationalist.

Leonard Merrick, the novelist who after much vicissitude | Like Etching

“I have uszpd the
‘otched,” and this expresgni
cates, in my opinion, the most char-
acteristic feature and the high-
water mark of My Merriek’s genius,
Tie does with his pen what a fine
eteher does wit o his needle. Work-
ing in a far different medium, he
pives us the special qualities of the

expression
fndi-

etshed line—its animation, its spon-
taneousness, its rare economy. ‘Every
etroke he makes tells  strongly |

against him if it be bad.' says Scy-
moitr Haden of the etcher, ‘or
proves him to be a master if it be
gand, In no hranch of art does a
toueh go for so much, The necessity
for a rvigid selection iz therefore
constantly present to his mind. If
one stroke in the right place tells
mare for him than ten in the wrong,
it would seem to follow that that
single stroke a more learned
stroke than' the scores of ten by
which he would have arrived at his
end.t  Adapt these terms to the art
of the novel writer, and Me, Mer-
rick emerges from the test triumph-
antly.

UTake as an example of his etch-
ing method—and I select it almost at
haphazard—his description of the
personal appearance of Armytage,
the bogus manuger:

“‘The advertiser—who, it tran-
spired, called himself Armytage—|
was evidently attired for the occa-
pion. He wore a frockeout, in com-
bination with a summer waistcoat,
much erumpled, and the trousers of
a tweed suit. A garnet pin orna-
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e

P

opillar?

and Novelist Enters
Into His Own

dervest. To carry the contrast still

| further, it has nothing of the snap-

shot, on the one hand, nor the scal-
pel and the dissecting table on the
other. | repeat, it is the most mod-
est of statements; but every stroke,

'as in the most skillful of etching, be-

ing ‘in the right place,’ the imagina-
tion is stimulated to evolve from it
the whole history of the miserable
Armytage. Struggle, defeat, pov-

erty, the fight for life, the |::itif1.|lI

roguery—all is suggested as it were
upon the bitten plate. The trousers
of n tweed guit! There is the Jearned
stroke., The 'garnet pin ornament-
ing the wrong portion of a made-up
tie,) is eloquent enough, but the
tennaers uf o i eed #uil in (_"Jﬂj'nlhl'-
tion with the frockcoat—out,of date
and chiny at its elbows, as we are
allowed to suspect—is the supreme
touch.”

‘Then Why Not Popular?

And Mr. Pinero, coming to the
point. of the navelist's early failure
to secure a wide public, goes on to
say:

“Perhaps it i« the spectacle of the
sombre fipure of Tragedy tugging
at Comedy's sleeve, and holding his
sinister face close to hers so con-
stantly recurring in Mr. Merrick's
work, even in its lightest moments,
that has cost this author many thou-
sands of readers. What Forster says
of Dickens, in a criticiam of ‘Bleak
House,! may with truth be said of
Mr. Merrick-——that he shares with
the Frenchman the gift of being
serious eavly and charmingly. But
the gayety of Merrick is never quite
s0 buoyant, so wholehearted, as the
gayely of Dickeng: the note of res.
ervation always present; a
shadow, if only a flicker, is sel-
dom absent from the printed paze.
Which is slightly disturbing to that
class of reader who, in opposition to
nature, likes his sunshine unmottled,

i=

Savs Hewlett—

“Alus!  In the theater of books,
as well as in the theater of plays, a
vast number of people are still look-
ing for wigs, and Mr. Merrick’s
characters wear none, being the
crentures not only of keen observa-
tion, but of a strict literary n-
tegrity., The issue of a collected
edition of the works of Leonard
Merrick i, therefore, a matter for
special rejoieing, for with it this

'most accomplished and uncbtrusive

of narrators may bhe said to have
come into his own."

Maurice Hawlett gives one an

- o . %
| simplicity, a singleness, in their self- i i
. ; 1 I, h : y ] ita sponlaneousness. ils rar S e
“‘Unless you like Merrick also, jshness and depravity such as dJif- 'I_‘_Elm‘ f'_:"ll p?‘]pto_ :‘hnlm"' 50 ﬂ‘“" F:.a,,-. > stvoko ) !P s - 3 mented the wrong portion of a made- iden of the richness of the papes still another book, *“Conrad in
please don't like me. it 15 iy | fenentintes. them feom women, bréd ;;( \..11.1t‘u rich mf ;_';".‘.l't \\!hen svery stroke he makes tells xfrmlg[\' against him if up tie.' which comprise “Cynthia: Quest of Hizs Youth," declarves:
5 SelaENe wy are ‘taken out ymselves’ i bad ‘s Sev ¢ : 2 : : z g it gt
natural for these authors to wonder amid the artificialities of the . % m:' u:ﬂe(‘nmpwr:. ;:.:}1:-“_\1.1;1 it be bad.' says Seymour Haden of the etcher, *“‘or “Now, this is neither improssion it ovotlloreit Ha shves SHl o P AR T g s e R W
e s a i 1 an [ 8 uc , 2 . . . . 3 . . - : - 5
why a man who has carried to per- world on the other side of the foot- as one high-horn il ‘one t’m';‘"l‘t proves him to be a master if it be good. In no branch of ish nor realism, in the sense in which which ‘Cynthia’ opens is the familiar Fone and died without ever know-
fection the technique of the ant HEERSS. : grande dame. ' art dues a touch go for so much. The necessity for a rigid these words are bandied about. it one of the movelist, convidered as ing of the sentimental quest of Con-
should not win what they have won. . T]P"'m, o p::";f-puh!(- mechs- | yooeially it is not good company selection is therefore constantly present to his mind. [If i t? pl;m. ‘strmkhtfurwnrrl, RiRAs: Kach; and as I:“”'. husband, father :;ui ; we may drop. a sigh
In the same way we have heard .r.‘l.hn..l.”-l tne'ﬁtﬂ‘r) .” ¥ - AClIIr‘M.:m‘ we find ourselves in, and morally ilq one stroke in ”fl“ fl','.'h' p.fm'v tells more fﬂr him than ten il Oﬂ o= dlf'o-um el b il i IFS am odd thing ‘.m 1j i “!‘.a pini .'Kh.' BEE
S ager,' in every way the best of Mr. o tiot evien the ‘hest ks in th ., ! 4 apparel, his coat, waistcoat, trousers, hut not so odd as it seems at firy: cording to heir oy tias, In
painters wonder why Fragonard Merrick's stories, so far as | know v = : €n lLr eft company, as in the wrong, it would seem io follow that that single stroke necktie. It doesn’t ery out in the bluth, tha® while you wa . complete liven! Thera it
was not more followed after. | them. Jane Austen calls it: and yet it is is @ more learned stroke than the scores of ten by whic voice of the impressionist: ‘Leok' a poet in thesa relati A ns one with o goenter art of telling
| somehow censoling, somehow en- y Y - poss SFAT PEARIIONS AN SRS it of telling
“But whatever the reason may be | gjye couraging to hu\';‘ }:r‘w.r.n-.'n e ch .n he would have arrived a’ his ond.” Sae how claver 1 ami, how nothing ceod in interesting your veadurs you & 077 £ thatl art cousists in mak-
for Mi. Merrick's comparative lack At all m ts of it , | good and clever man as l':n-l._- Ol Adapt these terms to the ait of the novel writer. and clla el -"-'-I ; liow [ obaerc in o lash witl fral with a novelist There s '} foi Wondel Wwast We ar
) ! X oments o X y ; = ; what is dden from ¢ COTIT tandon r sy J ti axt pop "Hov s 4r
«f follawing, | should object to the i ; & h i ; i (“ feryen el phant, sueh u  good, yet cifted, Mr. Mercicl cmerges  froae the test trinmphantly. : |1 \” i f.l ” ‘I.o. it ‘] s ' SNe, B9 ikt 1 i s Mahae
! - - hat it happened one 0 ¢ oDl cwn ol : : . vigioni® Nor dges b with the Invger el that i e P . M mn i SUTPriES Y "Canrad
implication lurkng behind a good : .m., : I < ! AT \lma King. even =ueh a —ARTHER W. PINERO liberality of the realist : To : ' Shae ol BEERLL s when vou have travelsd e
. : in it are alive, with a f humun kind, wrongdoing soul as Otho Fai ; draibail el e > what kiid of / I
meny of Lhese conaments. One gets 2l IBUOINE UL ER LI L Biks glimpse of Mr. Armytowe’s oiled une noveliet wi Wha eates nbout hira far and Know pree oLl
the impression that Mr. Merrick is vireumstnnevs next to |}
y cause, as of hi placed, shut the book and nek :
e:'l:lrl:l“ 'tb:e :r::;tw i:“:o f!“hll: H I solf what is to hap vou ':.-1"
less lnd,:euuw he m.akes no con U — A F r e n c l‘l S t O r y find th you ran’ n th
: : ; lenst; twenty lines from the elose
cessions to the taste of the public C———— e e e your hav ' } 1 '
—_——— - yau have no fdea how the storv |
| . e § i tory 1
groundlings.! Obviously, to resort HE sun was just rising T 1 to end. When we come o
s R lrir.‘ks| when Guy de! Prdtontalie, ranslated by W llllal’ll L. McPheraon h.n;:;n:u» \.,-,.1 BO }uff{-. ted that he the end we must forl that there was
: ; e couldn’t speak to her at onee, | " ik =
might catch for a novelist a certain | glancing through the cur- (Copyright, 1512, New Yuric Tishune Ine.) e, Dtanialers. samad b .,\.:“i ne otner, that he has mevely dis:
popular taste. But that does not | tains of the car, saw that . = looked at Lim with i nl.:i'!'--rr ; .“'. i blaiog ol
- : - ' ' ol o PN 3 il An winatk 2 .
prove that the absence of these he had arrived at his destination = — TR —— — continued lier wallk, Not for a <ee. .‘-\I: I_II snothe Ill.il““ he saye
faulte SR The: ot uivhe Hed wperavated S5d had the bien eatced hos ke sperecing  among  themselves
L5 -3 Sl ¥ - § u ' N'I T} & v A
“The truth is that for laymen Di& rheumatism.  He o rubb 5 that this eldecly man, with a plaid  [xf- 'l.'.:;--i_.}l':l r:i'i wowpit -‘M:I.
- o ofore b —— SR J i1 bis nem, waz he to whom sha i fllow writers) ar
form in any art is only a means that Rives beion he pra I s \wo pouse, on the barders of a wood, what lencly and very much unoccis duy and sbill warm, although in the and handso o, K hwd  given a l»--p .;.l o " M sho wgreed on this, that Mr. Morriek is
= g 1 . = o = . L l ! 18 |8 hAndsomoe, wit v o ' L3 4 refidex oy e, £ o
conveys to them the content. They traveling bugs and alighted on the to write his memoirs. | pied,  8he read a grear deal —espe- gecond week of October. The sevore plex n-l 'I'Ijo it kui\ Ao Wha she loved! '8 hesone of the flawers of their valling
i . P R e = - ® W . > Beve nexigne, ney  lnoke L Yefnn. m L LH gt i
have no conscious cenae or enjoy-l‘“‘t“’“ plasfornm. At that womont, Bt Mme. Désaulniers had drawn |cially Préfontaing's worke. =he had paluce of Philip IT stood hefare the taine, Wit i __!"‘ d-at Piefon HEhe Al = : Compurad to many of his e m}
(W ) . " - T = : e = . A LR LT L IR d 8K ' . 1N recognice e, il muooraries h " |
ment of form in itsclf. As a matter nevertheless, the famous author ' Lk }'f "'“_ “m:" : | reen ’_T"l“.- of his photograpr Foat o traveler, in ite trogle solitude. At said to the other \ i Prafontaine. ui Nie } " temporaries he is quite u gay dog,
of fact, form is a kind of separate forgot hiz awe and the dignified I ‘IIW '}"" r;l"fnm:'m. “r;'.“‘l at | ']"h'-‘h""]'”? lt-"ll:\I\- that for many yveanrs= the end of the terrace Préfontaine] “Who is that old gentloms t ; -'-- B S Gl 2 | il e in ¢
: 4 - , < the hetel, After choosing his room | lie had ailowed none to be published, cntered tl = ST ‘ fedeiady SABN AL a4m Loo ol M1y i o tlne servnity 2 .
(i | retire g 5 i : : : ) F tered  the crden here Mme, 3 ’ s b ] 5 v 5 instead o
dialect that belongs to each individ- ment in .\\hn.h he had planned 04 changing his clothes he seated | except those taken in his fortieth Désaulniers wes to joir 1.'~I,, me, | : .i‘i : _,; , 1 ',e.“_‘ .‘Ill.f.n. the other Bonte of ol R ~ setting forth to make his charcters
ual art. And people may be culti- '° spend his remaining  years. himself by the window from which year, in which he still locked hand He paced slowly up nnf] ‘do---n the : rl. he i d“htr‘mul' il : % I e @ misevabile ke f« 50 inuch in symputhy
» : L b " - i . ! < Wal [ i A = h A ! Yol 4 te} i "
vated to enjoy form in itself; there Youthful and foolish as u man of e could see the austere, tan-colored | some and vigorous, with his thick narrow walk bordered by stiffly| Pr furilui:'l: l::d:rlu: \] e h L [ it h them that I ean think of no
| = = e . Than h = ] : ¢ 3 = x i ! 2 iy ~pantsh, - e el of the pnovelis . y
, is mo doubt of that. They may be | twenty, he yielded to the intoxica- ;u I1r‘m|_f Then :14»;-;;(':\("]‘!1 h:; ha: am: hau’. his strong ..‘at.;r.-, and his i teimmed box hushes. His spirits| Those phrases cut him L(: theph:::rt terrice and leaned on the low wall =: oiist who spends moce tinie—it
| : s noked for o L weid | posin stachios, ] OV e bl " ns N iy Nl 18 almos five rly o I
taught to see that every art has its | H1o7 Of that heady, expansive, buoy- d for a photograph. It showed | posing mustachios. Moreover, & cel- were  depressed by the shadow|An old gentleman! Was that the as 0f awaiting comehody.  She  gonking v divertingly obvious—in
ant 4 whi the face of a woman, with proud and  ebrated author, who writes of love, of 1he high w : . watched tl : e SCRRINE M happy way out for the
conditions, the rules of the game, nt mood which precedes the keep- Peatisn ) s e e he high walls, yellowish gray,|impression he produced? At Paris e rwde and Tofty sierra,|  “There i ne r them.
patures, and a mouth ays scems to his women readers | with little windows which make one | and, dowu theve In the distunee iere 15 no one with a greater

as a sport in athletics has. But Mr. |ing of & rendezvous.

Meérrick is not like Flaubert in hav- | He wasn't, however, any longer
ing & public that is cultivated in that in the full bloom of his prime. To
particular sort of thing. Clearly, how many similar rendezvous had
then, there may not be a large he traveled already—he, a celeb-
enough public capable of admiring
Mr. Merrick’s novels on account of
thely admirable form. But certainly
fow people could fail to like them be-
cause of it.

“It may be also that therc is a
certain irony in these novels thut
burts their popularity; together with and in glory. People believed less
the faet, as Mr. Howells suggests, | in his star. He had himself decided
fhot the steries ard almost always|to seek the solitude of a little

Love,”” “The Southern Lights,"
“The Sacred Threshold”! All his
life he had chanted women and
love. All his life he had pursued,
from one to an-
the He

disillusionment

cther, mage of passion

was now on the decline in yours

delicate
shaped like a bow. He gazed at it
for a long time,

He had received one day a charm-
ing letter from Spain. In it a wom-
an told the illustrious author of her

| admiration for him, in terms so ex-

rity, the author of “The Ashes of | itod and at the same time so in-| had set out for Spain. To tell the

genuous—with as much candor as
intelligence—that he had answered,
bored as he had often been by mis-
'nives of that character. An intimate
correspondence ensued, at first
friendly, then gallart and finally

Ihe unknown's name was Mme.
Désaulniers. She lived near Madrid,
where her husband was the director
of a large factory. Bhe felt some-

| think of a convent or a gigantic
{- lu=oleu i

] S“ it was that at the 5““"“:“30“ :Tt’ l.“:l\v:L:“"r?i:r‘::)::"::‘]]dtuﬂ::: ;;I::::‘
cof Mme, Désaulniers, after two jj began to shiver )
vears of correspondence, Guy de “It is plain 1hut. she is young,”
| Préfontaine, ancient pilgrim of love, he reflected. “What a place fof‘.
rendezvous!”

In spite of himself he thought of
death. That idea, which formerly
gave spice to his amorous emotions,
now produced & marked uneasiness

tu possess eternal youth.

truth, he feared a little a firat
meeting with this young woman, |
Didn't she have a far too fictitious
idea of him? But he found some

consoling arguments. He had grown and & profound  discouragement.
f~I-I |“'mm'i:‘::-II!”I|L -1.II He flat- Notwithstanding, he kept on walk-
ered himsell that M T I I, '

! s lhesrt bealing, his hands
wouldn't notice it, eith - 1 i
ouldn’t notice it, either, cither iey-cold or burning, as im-

The rendezvous was for 4 o'clock. | patient and anxious ss in the days'than her photograph. Tall, fine and his eyes with that
Dians, with| Then he fled.

At half-past three he started for|of his youth.
the Escurfal, It was a beautiful' Two young girls pessed, dack

people knew him, treated him as a
man =till young, all accepting and
flattering his idiosynerasy,

It had seemed to him that he had
scarcely a wrinkle—scarcely a mark
of age. |

“I would have done better to stay |
at home,” he said to himself. *“It|
was so sweet—that correspondence,
that dream of a mysterious love,
that romance never to be realized.
Old gentleman!"”

.

v he gave a start,  Mme,
niers was  coming  toward
She was even more beautiful

p him

slender, she
Disna's cold and haughty face. Pré-

Madrid sparkling in the <,

M. de Préfontaine, with beut head
left the promenade. There was :-.uth:
ing to do but go. His hour had
struck. Life was no longer any-
thing for him but a blur. He didn't
want to witness the shock which
Mme. Désaulniers would experience
if she recognized him. 8o far as he
was concerned, everything was over.
: For the last time Guy de Préfon-
::ITI':\' turned around. He uw the
young proud  and Pencive,

© heure detaching jlee rai 1
the still brightening lk}x”ll.:::t.ill'l::
fugitive vison,

Dinna,

‘Walter Lorraine’? Would anybody -
Igive twopence to read it? The rea-
(son is that in the poet the mani.
festations of literary genius are di=
|rect and explicit—some are sus-
| ceptible of quotation, some may be
ent out with the,scissors—while in
|the novelist they are oblique and
implied. Humphrey Kent in ‘Cyn-
thia' is in no sense an explieit
genius; we are not, in fact, told
that he was u genius at all. Hi
echnique seems to have been thal
of Mr. George Moore, then rather
fashionable. The hook puts it ne
higher than this: that the hero, with
an obvious hent for writing, marries
in a hurry and then finds out that
he cannot Le an honest man and
suppori his wife and child by the
same stroke. It is not whether he
can be a good novelist and a good
lover, too, but whether he can be
a good novelist and pay his bilis.
That's not very exciting, though
George Gissing, in ‘New Grub
Street,” drew out of it a squalid
and miserable tale whidh, once be-
gun, had to be finished. Luekily, in
‘Cynthia’ Mr. Mervick finds a sec-
ondary theme, and handles it =o
Gelicately and so tenderly that the
book has an ahiding charm because
of it. That theme is the growth
'of Cynthia's soul

¥l myself am one of Cynthia's
vietims, and I am sure that Mr.
Merrick is another. He sketches
ker with admirable reticence in the
heginning, where she is shown to
us as very little more than a prett;
girl, His strokes are few and sure
But she grows from chapter to
chapter, and at the end, after the
tragic crisis, she sweeps onward to
the sentimental crisis which erowns
the tule of her married litz with a -
dignity and grave beauty which
justify a Lelief in Hestia even now,
when modern practice and belief are
against such a belief. She justifies
Mr. Merrick’s conclusion, too, It
is seldom enough that we are abl:
to believe in the happy solution of
such troubles as he has traced out
in *‘Cynthia.’ Cynics agrinst in-
clination, we feel that the dog will
return again to his vomit after th:
easy reconciliation and facile tears
upon Hestin's cenerous boson:.
so here. Cynthia has got her Hum-
phrev for what he is worth and wul
hold him. She is one of Mr. Mer
rick's loveliest women; and he has
made many lovely women."”
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Not

Finally, Says Barrie—
Sir James M. Barrie, writing of

art of telling a story, if that art

COnEisls

A te in making ue forever won-
der wnst ve are to find on the naxt
Page.

.“'\. new novel by Leonard Mer-
 tick is to me one of the events of
the year.”

And now we have reserved a bit
_ol good news for the last. Accord-
ing to Mr. Merrick’s publishers, the
perple_xinl puzzle is in process of
{becoming academic. That is, it be-
&ins to want for actuality, In still

Plainer words, Merrick has becoms
at  length feller-cand a good
.m-llcr. .'I’Iu» incomprehensible pub-
lic begins to warm and, n the
words of the publisher himeelf, “is
calling for this ofiton

than



